THE  ZONES

gendarmerie on many occasions and each time had to
walk thirty kilometres.

I should like to mention here a man worthy of notice.
Let me call him Marcel. I never knew his surname.
Whenever possible, credit should be given to those with
pluck.

Marcel is a Jew, a disabled ex-soldier of the 1914-18
war, who closed his shop and now lives on his small
capital, spending it without regret in helping prisoners to
escape. Marcel is taciturn, never replies directly to ques-
tions, and expresses himself in parables. Very often, on
leaving him, I have asked myself what exactly he
meant. He wrote at rare intervals to send me news of
his cousin, the cousin being the affair in which we were
interested.

Marcel could have left occupied France, but he preferred
to remain and arrange escapes of his countrymen, some
even from camps in Germany, taking prisoners to a port
from whence they could get abroad.

How was it done? That is a secret. I can say, however,
that each escape cost him 6,000 francs. We shall want
to find Marcel again after the war.

I have often crossed the demarcation line at various
places. My knowledge of the line was useful in assisting
French prisoners to escape with the help of false papers.
Once again, it is a pity that I cannot reveal the means
we employed. If I can tell the full story one day, it
will not lack piquancy and will certainly astonish the
Germans,

Verusset, whom I helped to produce the first false
papers, and for whom I provided material, excelled at
this art. The Germans never managed to distinguish the
false papers from genuine. They no sooner changed then-
system than V6russet imitated it to perfection.

The activity of my friend was discovered, however, by
the Germans, but he gave them the slip. It happened
like this. Verusset, returning to Ms house one lunch-time,
saw Germans forcing the door. "Ah-ah," said Verusset to
himself, "this isn't so good." He turned on his heels, and,
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